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Love-Letters   of  a  Fenian. 

LETTER  I. 

Duty. 


SHOW  me  my  duty !     Teach  me  to  be  always  true 
Unto  the  noblest  end,  e'en  though  that  end  be  rue ; 
So  shall  I  take  and  hold  thy  nobleness  as  mine. — 
See  there !     A  wreath  is  twined  of  laurel  and  of  yew, 
And  by  its  side  glows  one  of  roses  washed  in  wine, 
And  I  must  choose  between,  nor  list  to  voice  of  thine. 

II. 

The  roses  glow  with  love,  and  speak  of  love's  own  Queen  ! 
Their  petals  hide  a  thousand  secret  joys,  I  ween  ! — 

Meseems  the  yew  and  laurel  drip  with  blood  that  nears  ; — 
Yet  soft ! — what  binds   it   round  ?   that  slender  thread  of 

green— 
Ah  God!— ah   God  !— it  is— the  Shamrock  !— Through 

the  years 
This  is  the  wreath  I  choose,  the  wreath  of  blood  and  tears. 
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III. 

The  choice  is  made. — Stark  on  its  bier  doth  lie  a  lost 
Delight. — Ah  !  sweet,  my  lady,  did'st  thou  count  the  cost 

A  patriot  pays  ! — Yet  I  would  rather  when  a  girth 
Of  flames  enwrap  a  ship  at  sea,  therein  be  tossed, 

Than  live  'neath  thy  disdain  ! — What !  were  base  safety 

worth 
The  grieving  of  the  sweetest  woman  on  the  earth  ! 

IV. 

And  I  did  grieve  thee  !     I  ! — who  held  each  separate  strand 
Of  red-gold  radiance  on  that  head  so  queenly-grand 

More  dear,  when  on  my  beating  heart  it  proudly  lies, 
Than  every  drop  of  blood  that  doth  that  heart  expand  ! 

Whose  mirror  of  chivalry  are  those  great  grey  eyes  ! 

Who  cleaves  to  thee  as  saints  may  cleave  to  Paradise ! 


Absolve  me  of  this  sin  !     Bid  me  not  a  life 

Accurst !     Absolve  me,  oh  !  my  heaven-promised  wife  ! 

Speak  but  one  wizard  word  to  pity  and  to  bless, 
Ere  I  go  forth  to  do  my  utmost  in  this  strife. 

See  where  I  kneel  !     Give  me  one  whispered-low  caress, 
And  it  shall  girdle  me  with  steel  in  battle's  press ! 


Oh  !  it  were  bliss,  thy  favour  on  my  breast,  to  fall 
Dead  at  thy  feet,  love-slain,  as  at  a  clarion  call  ! 


DUTY  II 

My  being  leaps  to  thee,  as  flames  that  leap  from  fire ! 
Thy  hand  laid  on  my  head  leaves  there  a  coronal ! 
Yes  !  thou  hast  only  been  the  goal  of  my  desire ; — 
But  now  a  sweeter,  dearer  voice  bids  thee  retire. 

VII. 

An    anguished    voice: — to    hear    whose    sweet    and    sad 

complaints 
Low-plead,  the  very  heart  within  my  bosom  faints : 

And  to  and  fro  I  move  each  hour  in  wild  unrest. — 
Thou  holy  Martyr-Maid  !     Thy  tyrant's  foul  breath  taints 
The  air  ! — but  thou  shalt  rear  thine  own  downtrodden 

crest, 
And  wear  it  once  again, — God's  colour,  on  thy  breast ! 

VIII. 

God's  colour  !  God's  own  flag  of  royal  stainless  green  ! 
The  sacred  harp  of  Israel  upon  its  sheen. — 

Why  !  He  has  given  us  for  a  banner  His  own  love  ! 
'Tis  down  now  in  the  dust,  and  dares  not  to  be  seen. 

And  shall  we  leave  it  there?  our  gift  from  Heav'n  above  ! 

No  !     Raise  it  up,  I  say,  with  sword  and  mailed  glove. 

IX. 

And  what  if  I  should  fall  ? — Ah  well !  the  warrior  knows 
How  fitful  is  the  strife — how  merciless  the  foes — 

How  sad  to  live — perchance  how  heavenly-sweet  to  die. — 
No  peaceful  home  its  tender  joy  on  him  bestows  : 
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His  eyes  are  wet ;  in  Death  he  shouts  his  battle-cry, 
But  blood  shed  in  a  noble  cause  shall  never  dry. 


Nay  !  though  they  break  the  heart  whose  pride  they  cannot 

bend: 
And  spike  the  head  that  sought  its  country  to  defend ; 

He  has  no  tomb  !  his  trumpet-voice  shall  live  for  aye  : 
His  memory  lie  within  our  hearts  unto  the  end  : 

His  thoughts  are  with  us  as  we  tread  the  dang'rous  way ; 

In  all  our  hopes  his  love  is  with  us,  as  a  stay. 

XI. 

He  did  not  faint  or  waver — not  for  him  retreat ! 

Death  was  his  victor's  crown,  victorious  in  defeat. 
But  I  am  very  human — and  my  love  is  great — 

The  battle  heights  are  very  lonely : — Oh  !  my  sweet, 
Help  me  to  do  my  duty  ; — strengthen  me  'gainst  Fate  : — 
Thou  know'st  how  hard  that  duty  is,  how  desolate. 

XII. 

For  thy  sake  I  would  stay  : — but  thou  would'st  have  me  go, 
Dearer  to  thee  than  love,  is  honour. — Be  it  so. 

I  kiss  thy  hands,  my  Lady. — Henceforth  I  am  vowed 
To  Ireland  and  to  thee.— What  if  we  part  in  woe  ! 

I  swear  to  thee,  that  of  this  head,  Tore  thee  now  bowed 
In  bitter  grief,  thou  shalt  one  day  be  more  than  proud. 
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LETTER  II. 

Les  Eitoiles  qui  filent. 

i. 

A  MAN  has  no  true  manhood  if  he  weakly  moan, 
And  curse  his  fate,  because  the  bliss  held  in  the  zone, 

Of  one  dear  woman's  form,  may  be  denied  to  him. 
But  this  I  hold,  it  is  no  shame,  when  he  has  known 
Such  noble  love  as  I,  if  manhood's  eyes  grow  dim, 
And   he   should    feel    strange   shudders   creep  through 
every  limb. 

II. 

I  would  not  sue  for  Love,  as  beggars  for  a  crust ; 

Nor  throw  myself,  in  vile  abasement,  in  the  dust. — 
No !  I  must  have  a  love  so  much  supreme  and  grand 

That  it, — for  all  my  faults — should  give  me  perfect  trust. 
I  must  be  sanctified  by  that  divine  gold  band, 
Love's  signet !  on  thy  holy  delicate  white  hand. 

III. 

Thou  fair  and  radiant  star !  that  all  my  being  draws 
Upward  to  thee  in  yearning  ; — whose  remoteness  awes, — 

Read  me  the  riddle  of  my  Destiny  and  thine. 
What  says  a  Master-mind  ;  "  We  all  of  us  have  cause 
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To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  shining  star  ! " — but  mine, 
My  star  that  1  adore,  shall  never  cease  to  shine. 

IV. 

Those  words  are  not  for  me !  for  I  shall  never  wail 

The   dimming  of  my  star; — unless  the   Heavens  should 

fail ! 
No  power  on  earth  that  Gleaming  Ecstasy  could  mar. — 

Last  night  as  I  was  walking  in  the  moon-glad  vale, 
Athwart  the  tranced  blue  I  saw  a  shooting  star, 
That   flashed    to    sudden    splendour, — then    was   slain 
afar. — 

V. 

Is  that  an  emblem  of  that  future  now  for  me? 

The  centre  of  my  life  displaced  for  e'er  by  thee. — 

"  Etoiles  qui  filent,  qui  filent, — et  disparaissent ! "  Must  I 

Then,  ever  rushing  on,  a  Lonely  Figure  be  ? 

Till,  like  that  shooting  star  across  the  May-night  sky, 
I  reach  the  zenith — then  in  gloom  and  darkness  die  ? 

VI. 

"  Etoiles  qui  filent,  qui  filent, — et  disparaissent : "  the  flow 
Of  sound  is  sweet ; — but  who  can  fathom  all  the  woe 

That  lies  beneath  those  words  ! — the  task  unfinished  left ; 
The  battle  stilled  ere  Victory  could  one  smile  bestow  ; 

The  passion  spent  on  earth,  that  would  the  sky  have  cleft ; 

The  hero-soul  that  from  the  world  has  been  bereft. — 
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VII. 

There  is  an  old  Norse  legend, — how  a  fierce  young  king 
Was  sitting  with  his  trusty  warriors  in  a  ring 

Around  the  fire,  within  a  barn,  one  winter  night. 
Sudden  there  flew  a  little  bird  on  outspread  wing 
In  at  the  open  door,  in  eager  headlong  flight, 
And  at  the  other  out  again  swift  from  their  sight. 

VIII. 

Then  spoke  the  king  and  said :    "  E'en  so  man's  life  on 

earth  ; — 
Like  that,  he  flieth  in  from  darkness  and  from  dearth, 

And  into  darkness  flieth  swiftly  out  again  ; 
And   was   not   long   within   the   warmth,  and   light,   and 

mirth." 

"  King,"  said  the  oldest  warrior,  "'tis  not  lost  in  pain, 
And  it  will  find  its  nest,  that  darkness  hides  in  vain." 

IX. 

So  likewise  brief  and  seeming  worthless  is  the  span 
Of  life ;  but  all  that's  great  accomplished  is  by  man  ; 

And  ev'n  in  death  he  finds  at  last  his  Life,  his  nest — 
Have    I    then    reached    the   light,   and    left   behind    the 

ban 
Of  darkness  ?  —  Nay ;    but    I    have   left   the   light   in 

quest 
Of  darkness  !  for  thou  art  my  light  divine  and  blest. — 
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Oh!  I  am  most  unhappy!    all  sad  thoughts  I  nurse; 

For  on  my  spirit  lieth  now  the  Celt's  deep  curse, 
A  gloom  unspeakable,  a  hopelessness  as  great. — 

Yet  not  so  great ; — I  might  have  had  a  fate  far  worse ! 
If  thou  had'st  held  the  cause  for  which  I  fight  in  hate, 
And  sought  thus  vainly  my  devotion  to  abate. 

XI. 

I  have  a  friend  who  loved  a  lady  passing  well ; 

She,  siding  with  th'  oppressors,  sought  him  to  impel 
To  draw  his  sword  against  his  country.     He  refused. 

The  lady  left  in  wrath. — What  more  is  there  to  tell  ? 
He  is  with  us.     The  gayest  of  the  gay  he  used 
To  be :  he  beareth  now  a  spirit  torn  and  bruised. 

XII. 

I  might  have  been  like  him  !     Ah  !  Heav'n  be  praised  that 
thou, 

True  daughter  of  thy  Land,  dost  aid  me  in  my  vow. 

Thanks  be  to  God  thy  lips  have  blessed  me  in  the  fight ! — 

Oh  !  I  am  strong  again.     Thy  spirit  doth  endow 

Mine  with  a  strength  divine.     The  radiance  of  the  Light 
Is  all  around  me.     I  unsheath  my  sword  for  Right. 
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LETTER    III. 

The    Wearing   of    the    Green. 

i. 

IN  many  lands  I've  been,  and  tried  Fate's  tide  to  stem, 
And  some  of  them  were  beautiful ;  but  none  of  them 

So  beautiful  as  this,  mine  and  my  father's  land  ! 
And  I  have  fought  for  France,  to  set  the  ruby  gem 
Of  Freedom  on  her  brow,  only  to  teach  my  hand 
One  day  to  fight  for  Ireland  with  this  dauntless  band. 

II. 
And    I've   been  wounded — nigh    to    death ; — and    in   the 

night, 
When  none  were  near,  have  groaned  with  anguish  at  my 

plight, 

To  think  I  lay  so  helpless,  and  was  dying  too, 
Alone  in  that  far  land,  and  with  never  a  sight 

Of  Ireland's  fair  green  fields,  and  lakes,  and  mountains 

blue; 
Never  a  chance  to  draw  the  sword,  die  to  her  true. 

in. 

The  battle  fever  burning  in  my  veins,  I've  fought 
With  fury,  caring  not  how  dear  was  vict'ry  bought, 
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So  we  but  won  the  day ! — but  when  the  fight  was  o'er, 
And  dead  and  dying  lay  around,  I  sadly  thought, 

They  were  no  foes  of  mine  who  lay  there  in  their  gore. — 
Yet  how  else  learn  to  drive  the  Saxon  from  our  shore  ? 

IV. 

But  will  we  win  now  ?     Ah  !  I  would  that  I  could  tell. 

Ofttimes  we've  nearer  been  to  Vict'ry — yet  we  fell ! 
The  Fates  have  ever  been  upon  the  Saxon's  side  ; 

And  yet  I  think  we  may  ; — if  only  all  goes  well 
Until  our  ally  comes. — To  fail,  success  denied, 
Is  death  to  us,  and  slavery  to  our  people  tried. 


To  die  !  and  such  a  death  ! — if  thus  it  be  ordained  ! 
Upon  the  neck  thy  hands  have  claspt,  thy  kisses  rained, 
They'll  tie  a  hempen  rope,  with  fierce  exulting  hand. — 

0  God ! — And  I  had  hoped  that  ere  the  summer  waned 
Before  the  altar,  wedded,  thou  and  I  should'st  stand  ! — 
A  gay  bridegroom  thou'lt  have,  whose  throat  the  rope 

has  spanned  ! 

VI. 
That  is  the  cost !     I  did  not  choose  with  blindfold  eyes, 

1  know  full  well  the  leader  of  a  lost  cause  dies ; 

But  when  my  Country  calls,  that  call  I  must  obey. 
So  I  have  set  the  Green  Cockade,  true  loverwise, 

Highinmyhat;  and  by  Heaven's  grace,  let  come  what  may, 
Yes,  at  my  good  sword's  point,  I'll  keep  it  there  for  aye. 
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VII. 

In  danger  and  in  exile  it  hath  loving  lain 
Against   my   heart, — hath    been  bedewed    with    tears   of 

pain ; — 

The  emblem  of  my  own,  my  dear  unhappy  Land  ; 
And   now,   with    throbbing    heart,  I've   brought  it   home 

again, 

And  set  it  firm  and  proud,  to  guard  with  sword  in  hand  ; 
And  we,  a  living  rampart,  shall  around  it  stand. 

VIII. 

Too  long  hath  Erin  bowed  the  neck  to  foreign  sway ! 

Too  long  the  traitor  and  the  spoiler  had  their  day  ! 
Too  long  the  people  wailed  aloud  in  helpless  woe  ! 

Rouse   ye !    my   brethren  ;    stand    together !    make   them 

pay 

For  all  the  tears  of  blood  that  from  our  people  flow — 
A  triple  measure.     Ireland's  vengeance  let  them  know. 

IX. 

This  is  no  time  for  petty  strife  or  festal  hall ; 
When  over  Erin  broods  the  darkness  of  a  pall ; 

When  Wrong  can  rule,  and  walk   triumphant,  clad  as 

Right- 
Do  you  not  hear  the  surf  ring  maiden-mother  call  ? 

Answer,  oh !  answer!  ye,  her  children !  "  Yea,  we  fight ! 

A  wronged  and  outraged  Nation  rises  in  her  might ! " 
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X. 
From    Kerry    comes    the    cry,    "We're    ready! — but   the 

North?" 
Tyrone    the    proud,   makes    answer,   "  Strike,   and   drive 

them  forth ! 

And  let  them  tell  that  Irish  honour  is  not  bought 
Nor    sold   for   all   their   Prince's   gold  !      We    scorn    his 

wrath ! 

Tyrants  shall  fall  beneath  the  ruin  they  have  wrought ; 
God  will  protect  the  right,  and  evil  come  to  nought. 

XI. 

Yea !  we  are  marching,  oh  !  my  people,  marching  on  ; 
For   we  have   heard   your   cry  ;   we  come  to  "  Right  the 

wrong ! " 

The  army  of  the  Union,  with  its  flag  unfurled ; 
To  North,  and  South,  and  East,  and  West,  the  word  has 

gone  ; 

But  we  are  few,  against  the  might  of  half  a  world. — 
Yet  less  than  us,  to  earth  a  Tyranny  once  hurled  ! 

XII. 

'Tis  not  in  might  of  armed  men  and  gold  there  lies 
The  justice  of  a  cause  ! — and  over  us  there  flies 

A  Banner  so  beloved  that  every  man  shall  be 
Dowered  with  the  strength  often  to  fight  for  such  a  prize. 

Lo  !  where  it  comes,  the  Flag  of  Green,  in  triumph,  see ! 

And,  as  it  passes,  bare  the  head  and  bend  the  knee. 
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LETTER  IV. 

In  Freedom's  Cause. 

i. 

I  WONDER  if  the  Red  Branch  Knights  ere  paused  to  hear 
The  Birds  of  Angus  singing,  sweet  and  low  and  clear, 
And  felt  th'  unearthly  grace  shed  on  them  from  their 

wings  ? 

Or  did  the  great  Mor-Reega's  shouts  so  fill  their  ear 
They  could  not  list  the  messengers  of  him  who  flings 
His  mantle  o'er  the  world, — the  Sovereign  of  all  things  ! 

II. 

Ah  no !  for  Naysi  heard  ! — their  singing  made  him  mad  ; 

For   Deirdre's    sake   he    dared — and    lost  —  all   that    he 

had; 
And  Emain  Macha  tottered  in  the  storm  thus  raised ; — 

So  it  hath  ever  been, — through  good  repute  and  bad — 
The  bravest  in  the  fight,  whose  valour  most  amazed, 
Is  truest  lover !  worthiest  to  be  nobly  praised  ! 

III. 

And  thy  great   namesake,  oh !   my  Meave,  heard   them 

too! 
The  Warrior  Queen  of  Connaught,  when  she  went  to  sue 
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Vengeance  for  him  she  loved,  and  bathed  in  blood  the 

land. 

She  was  a  Queen  of  men.     Methinks  that  there  are  few 
Such  women  nowadays ; — and  yet  at  thy  command, 
In  arms  to-day,  to  conquer  or  to  die,  I  stand. 

IV. 

No !  I  am  in  the  wrong  to  say  that  there  are  none 
Such  women  now !  for  I  do  know  that  there  is  one ; 
I  think  she  did  bequeath  her  warrior-soul  to  thee  ; 
A  noble  woman  on  the  earth  is  like  the  sun ! 

She  sheds  her  splendour  on  a  man  whate'er  he  be, 
And  teaches  him  the  mysteries  of  God's  love  to  see. 

v. 

To  conquer  or  to  die : — to  conquer,  then  !     At  last 
The  tide  has  turned :  we  shall  not  fail  as  in  the  past ! 

For  Victory  smiles  upon  our  arms,  and  doubt  is  o'er. 
Too  late  to  faint  or  waver  now ;  the  die  is  cast. — 

Nay  !  sweet,  my  Lady,  dry  those  eyes,  and  weep  no  more  ; 
For  they  shall  light  free  Ireland  through  the  clouds  that 
low'r ! 

VI. 

Look  you,  where  Phcebus  with  his  fiery-footed  steeds 
And  chariot  of  ecstasy  through  high  Heav'n  speeds, 

That  is  thy  golden  head,  set  there  clear  and  divine ! 
And  yonder  grey-blue   cloud,  drowned    in  his  rays,  that 
leads 
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Him  on,  it  is  thine  eyes,  that  thou  has  sent  as  sign 
To  tell  thy  lover  thou  pray'st  for  his  cause  and  thine. 

VII. 

Beloved  !  the  thunder  of  the  fight  is  scarce  yet  still : 
A  hard-fought  fight  it  was  ! — The  foemen  held  the  hill, 

And  we  must  take  it — though  the  odds  be  one  to  ten  ! — 
Well !  we  were  beaten  back  at  first : — but  swift  to  fill 

Each  fallen  rank,  they  forward  sprang  ! — no  thought  was 
then! 

Our  gallant  lads  were  dying  for  the  Cause  like  men. 

VIII. 

Many  a  flashing  eye  that  rayed  forth  hope  this  morn, 
Will  never  see  the  splendour  of  a  new  day's  dawn  : 

Many  a  gallant  form  lay  stark  and  stiff  down  there 
Upon  the  hillside,  where  the  battle's  brunt  was  borne, 
The  gay  young  face  enshrouded  in  the  tangled  hair, 
The  scarf  of  Green  upon  the  breast  the  bullets  tear. 

IX. 

And  were  we  then   to  lose?     I  champed  my  teeth  with 
rage, 

As  at  my  feet  the  young  O'Neill  fell !  to  assuage 

The  life-blood  vainly  striving  ! — No  !  by  God  !  not  so  ! 

Up!  up  the  hill!  and  at  them! — One  more  effort  wage! — 
Nor  God  nor  man  shall  stay  us  now !  till  blow  for  blow 
We  strike  them  ! — We  have  somewhat  to  avenge  I  trow. 


24  LOVE-LETTERS    OF   A    FENIAN 

X. 

The  bullets  plough  our  ranks !     The  battle's  sullen  roar 
Around, — we   scale   that   awful   hill  —  that   streams   with 


gore 


Staggering  and  slipping,  panting,  onward  still  we  rush, 
Till,  foot  to  foot,  and  hand  to  hand,  on  them  we  pour ! 
A  band  of  desperate  men  in  Victory's  first  flush ! 
Methinks  the  powers  of  Hell,  now,  scarce  our  arms  could 
crush ! 

XL 

O  God  !     What  slaughter  then  !     I  shudder  now  to  think 
How  struggling,  shouting,  reeling,  drunk  as  with  strong 

drink, 

We  fleshed  hilt-deep  our  swords  in  ev'ry  Saxon  breast ! 
Till  foot  by  foot  we  drove  them  o'er  the  hillside  brink 
In  mad  confusion  ! — then  upon  the  conquered  crest, 
There  floated  wide  the  Banner  that  our  right  confessed. 

XII. 

And  so  it  was  we  struck  the  first  blow  for  the  Cause ! — 
And  now,  no  need  to  say,  thou  knowest  by  the  laws 

Of  God  how  much  is  wrought  by  pray'r  from  such  as  thee  ! 
So  Lady  pray,  and  pray,  and  pray,  without  a  pause  ! 
For  those  who  fight  beneath  "  the  shadow  of  the  tree," 
And  may  not  turn  again — whate'er  the  future  be  ! 


GLENDALOUGH 


LETTER  V. 

Glendalough. 

i. 

I  WALKED  abroad  upon  the  mountain  side  this  morn, 
As  royal  Phoebus  rose  from  off  his  couch  forlorn, 

And  loveless,  to  stretch  forth  vain  arms  to  lost  delight 
As,  for  a  moment's  space,  he  saw,  all  pale  and  worn, 
His  wronged  Diana's  face ! — that  once  in  beauty  bright, 
A    loved   and   honoured    wife,   reigned    by   his   side   in 
might. 

II. 

And  at  my  feet  the  valley  lay,  drowned  in  a  mist 
Of  golden  radiance — that  such  sweet,  rare  dreams  assist ! 

And  like  a  sheet  of  shimmering  gold  the  fairy  lake 
Flashed  back  the  myriad  rays  of  light  that  still  persist 
In  playing  with  its  ripples !  and,  as  they  swift  break, 
The  blue  and  silver  dragon-flies  flit  in  their  wake. 

ill. 

There  rises,  grim  and  grey,  the  mystical  Round  Tower, 
The  stately  symbol  of  an  ancient  vanished  power, 
Defying  Time,  it  guards  its  secret  sternly  still ! 
And  like  a  gem  of  Paradise  the  hawthorn-flower 
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Gleams  in  the  vale,  and  creeps,  shy-footed,  up  the  hill, 
As  stretching   forth  glad  arms  to  Heav'n  to  work  its 
will! 

IV. 

Our  camp  is  there,  half  hid  behind  that  little  bend, 
Where  we  have  paused,  to  lay  beneath  the  turf  a  friend 

Wounded  to  death. — How  sweet  is  this  unlooked-for  day, 
Stol'n  from  the  storm  that  now  the  hearts  of  all  things 
rend  ! 

And  this  fair  scene  drives  all  such  fever  thoughts  away ; 

As  if  the  magic  Tir-nan-ogue  before  me  lay  ! 


Aroon  !  how  oft  we've  talked  of  all  those  words  implied  ! 
Alas !  my  Tir-nan-ogue  lies  ever  by  thy  side. — 

Glen  of  the  Lake  !  soft  smiling  in  thy  beauty  rare  ! 
Serenely  calm,  beneath  the  azure  heaven  wide ! 

May  peace  and  sunshine  long  be  thine  that  smile  to  wear  ! 

Can  Tir-nan-ogue  itself  be  even  half  as  fair  ? — 

VI. 

My  own  land !    my  own  land !     God  bless  each  separate 

hill! 
God  bless  thy  lovely  lakes  and  streams,  each  little  rill ! 

Each  green  and  fertile  slope — may  God  Almighty  bless  ! 
Thy  sons  have   loved    thee    well !   and   suffered   much — 

and  will ! 
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/  not  the  least, — in  thy  misfortune  and  distress, 

Thou  grand  and  gracious  land,  doomed  to  unhappiness ! 

VII. 

Oh  !  Lady  of  my  Life  !  thou  art  so  great  and  high : 
A  peerless  woman  with  a  godlike  mind  ! — And  I 
Am  only  a  poor  soldier  of  fortune, — with  less, 
Less  than  a  soldier's  hope ! — How  dare  I  then  to  vie 
With  gods  ?  and  how  aspire  thus  boldly  to  possess, 
Be  master  of,  thy  rare  and  splendid  loveliness  ? 

VIII. 

Ah!    look   you,   Love!    'tis   such   a   sweet  and   gracious 

thing! — 
The    flowers   that   perish    'neath    the    sun's    too    ardent 

sting : 

The  lark,  that  after  he  has  vainly  flown  on  high, 
Swooning  from  ecstasy,  falls  earthward  on  sad  wing : 
The  earth  that  palpitates  one  infinite  sweet  sigh : 
The  moon  that  leaneth  o'er  that  odorous  earth  to  die : 

IX. 

The  proud  mimosa  that  evaporates  in  air, 

The  honey  and  incense  of  its  gold  grapes  so  rare  : — 

This,  all  of  this,  is  Love  ! — Ah !  Love  !  the  fatal  power ! 
The  magic  ring!  the  Charm  Invincible!  the  fair 

And  joyous  thing  that  heaven  has  giv'n  us  as  a  dower 
Of  deathless  hope  to  comfort  us  in  life's  dark  hour ! — 
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X. 

Wilt  sometimes  muse  on  me  if  I  fall  in  the  fight — 

"  His    eyes    were    darkly    blue,   and    lustrous, — as   when 

light 

Strikes  on  the  velvet  of  Lyons," — thyself  hast  said 
It  often  ! — and  at  times  they  flashed  blue-black  as  night ; 
The  face  was  beautiful,  but  somewhat  stern  ; — the  head — 
Hath  lain  upon   thy  breast ! — thou'lt  grieve  that  I  am 
dead ! 

XI. 

Yes !  if  the  worst  befall  us,  you  will  think,  perchance, 
Sometimes,  of  this  glad  day  of  sunshine,  in  a  trance, 

The   mountain  and  the   lake, — and,  thinking   of  these 

things, 

You  will  remember, — their  sad  radiance  to  enhance, — 
A  rebel  who  so  loved  his  country  that  he  flings 
Fortune  and  life  away  for  it,  round  whom  there  clings 

XII. 

His  own  heart-pulse ! — and  who  was  happy  to  have  been 
Your  lover  for  a  little  space. — 'Vourneen,  'Vourneen, 

Methinks  the  "  Lanhaun  Shee  "  hath  kissed  my  lips  to-day, 
And  all  her  "  Faerie  Host "  are  waiting  out  a  "  caine  " 
For  thee  and  me. — Hark  !  how  it  lifts  and  dies  away 
Across  the  lake  her  fatal  breath  hath  turned  so  grey ! 
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LETTER  VI. 

The  sad   Fury  of  Love. 


O  GOD  !  O  God  !  that  there  should  be  so  very  much 
Of  cruel  suffering  in  love !  that  one  should  touch 

The  borders  of  the  night,  and  compass  all  the  pains 
Of   Hell ! — and   yet,    strange  thing !   the  human   heart  is 

such, 

The  more  it  suffers  for  the  one  beloved  it  gains 
Immensity  of  worship,  closer  still  it  strains. 

II. 

And  I  do  love  thee  !     Ah  !  the  written  words,  how  cold, 
How  icy  cold  they  seem  !  compared  to  all  they  hold 

Of  passion  deep  ! — so  deep,  so  great,  that  in  the  end, 
O'erwhelmed  by  the  fire  it  treasured  hid  of  old — 

That  passion  bursts  its  bonds,  the  heart  its  conflicts  rend, 
Sweeps  down  all  barriers  that  the  dang'rous  way  defend, 

III. 

And  compasses  its  object — as  adown  the  height, 
The  burning  streams  of  lava  in  resistless  might 

Engulf  all  obstacles  they  meet ! — What !  am  I  wrong  ? 

And  have  I  sinned,  dear  Lady,  in  thy  gracious  sight, 
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To  speak  thus  wildly  ?  and  with  words  so  free  and  strong ! 
To  fling  beneath   thy  feet  these  thoughts  that  on  me 
throng  ? 

IV. 

Nay,  then  !    forgive   this    madness ! — By   the   sweet   rose- 
flush 
That    stains  thy  throat    and    creeps    thine   eyelashes    to 

brush, 

And  makes  thee  woman, — rather  than  the  Angel  pale 
That  I  had  deemed   thee ! — by  the   strange  and  sudden 

rush 
Of  tears  that  blind  thine  eyes, — I  claim  but  what  they 

hail! 
Thou'lt  pardon  thy  poor  lover  that  offence  so  frail. — 


My  brain  is  tortured  with  the  thoughts  of  what  has  been, 
And  what  will  never  be  again  ! — Alas  !  'Vourneen, 

Is  all  the  laughter  and  the  love,  the  sweet  old  ways, 
The  dancing  and  the  "  dolce  far  niente,"  e'en 

The  singing  and  sweet  dalliance  on  the  summer  days 
Together,  all — is  all  clean  gone  in  memory's  haze  ? 

VI. 

When  evening  fades,  and  dies  along  the  purple  peaks, 
And  on  them,  like  a  last  long  kiss  on  Passion's  cheeks, 

A  rose  and  amber  radiance  seems  to  linger  still ; 
And  mists  of  sweetest  silver  grey  the  valley  seeks 
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All  lovingly  to  veil ;  and  I'm  thoughtworn  and  ill 
At  ease,  and  wearied  with  a  long  day's  march,  to  fill 


The  measure  of  my  cup  of  anguish  to  the  brim, 
Thy  face  within  its  frame  of  rippling  gold  doth  swim 
Like  a  mirage  in  heav'n  before  my  smarting  eyes, 
And, — as    when    one    has    gazed    upon    the    sun's    red 

rim 

Too  long,  a  round  of  flaming  light  on  all  things  lies — 
So,  when  I  close  them,  on  my  dazzled  lids  doth  rise 

VIII. 

Gold-coloured  spots,  from  gazing  on  thy  glorious  hair. — 
Could  I  but  teach  thee  how  I  love !  oh !  Lady  fair 

And  white  and  wond'rous  as  our  own  pure  "  cannawaun  "  ! 
Dost  thou  commence  to  understand  ?  dost  hear  my  prayer  ? 
Dost  feel  my  soul,  a  little,  in  this  shadow,  borne 
By  the  night-wind  to  thee  where  thou  dost  sit  forlorn  ? — 

IX. 

Strange  murm'rous  voices  seem  around  me  as  I  ride, 
And  try  my  poor  tired  horse's  stumbling  feet  to  guide ! 
All  day  we've  marched,  and  now  with  stiff  and  aching 

limbs 

Onward  we  struggle  still,  for  here  we  dare  not  bide 
Upon  this  plain  ; — and  as  we  near  the  hills'  dark  rims 
The  mem'ry  of  another  ride  my  spirit  dims. 
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Ah  me  !  how  well  I  recollect  that  day  in  June, 
When,  riding  by  beneath  thy  cousin's  house  at  Dun, 

I,  looking  up,  saw  thee ! — First,  from  the  window  came 
A  laugh,  sweet  as  the  chime  of  Angelus  at  noon, 
And  then  a  voice  that  called  thine  adorable  name, 
And    then   came   thee ! — and  life  was  never   more  the 
same  ! — 


That   look !    that   dear   long    look   that   trembling    came 
to  me ! 

Sweeps  o'er  my  heart  the  shudd'ring  winds  of  memory  ! — 
How  many  times  of  yore  it  met  and  plunged  in  mine, 

That  sharp,  caressing  look  ;  particular  to  thee. 
I  knew  then  I  had  pleased  ! — I  can  recall  in  line, 
Hours,  circumstances,  days,  landscapes  of  shade  or  shine, 

XII. 

Or  rooms  aspect,  in  which,  all  suddenly,  that  look 

Deliciously  intoxicated  me  !  and  shook 

My  soul. — Ah !  the  dear  look  I  ne'er  shall  see  again  ! 

Oh  !  the  moments  which  seemed  eternal  as  God's  book, 
And  which  have  glided  in  the  night  of  loss  and  pain, 
Have  glided  where  the  living  rays  of  Love  are  slain. 
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LETTER  VII. 

The  Shadow  of  Despair. 

i. 

I  AM  degraded  to  the  level  of  these  churls  ! 

These   Saxon  hucksters !  at  whose  name  thy  proud  lip 

curls 
In  very  scorn ! — This  nation  that  doth  value  gold 

More  than  their  lives  or  justice,  at  my  honour  hurls 
The  direst  insult  that  a  soldier  ever  told  ! — 
A  fit  resource  for  those  whose  very  throne  is  sold ! — 

II. 

Can'st  thou  imagine, — oh  !  fair  star  of  honour  bright, 
Thou  who  did'st  bid  me  battle  for  the  cause  of  Right ! 
Can'st  thou  imagine,  —  while  my  comrades'   life-blood 

streamed, 
They  dared  to  come  to  me  to  make  a  secret  plight ! 

They  thought  to  bribe  me  with  some  thousand  pounds — 

they  deemed 
That  I  would  follow  where  a  decoration  gleamed ! 

III. 

Thou  know'st  my  temper  when  aroused  !  how  I  am  prone 
To  sudden  fits  of  rage,  fierce  as  a  sea  storm-blown, 
3 
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I  could  have  killed  them  where  they  stood, — so  confident ! 
God's  mercy  stayed  my  hand  from  murder, — that  alone  ! 
The  passion  that  consumed  me  in  my  heart  I  pent, 
Till  back  these  lily-livered  mongrels  I  had  sent. — 

IV. 

I  could  have  wept  with  rage  ! — What !  had  they  dared  to  say 
To  me  that  I  my  own  lovely  land  could  betray ! 

That  I  could  thus  these  kind  and  faithful  hearts  deceive 
Who  love  and  trust  me ;  who,  on  each  succeeding  day, 
More  and  more  ardently  and  fondly  do  believe 
The  dreams  of  Victory  their  fancies  ever  weave  ! — 

V. 

Therein  lies  all  our  woe  !  therein  doth  lie  our  doom  ! 

We  are  a  nation  made  of  dreamers  ! — In  the  loom 

Of  Celtic  thought  such  rare  and  wond'rous  webs  are  weft 

That  they  bewitch  us  with  their  gleam  !  there  is  no  room 
For  stern  realities. — If  tangled  threads  are  left 
The  fairy-weavers  hide  them  with  their  fingers  deft. 

VI. 
Methinks  the  grey  sea-mist  that  shrouds  our  rock-bound 

coast ; 
The  sombre  legend-haunted  bogs,  where,  like  a  ghost, 

The  lone  brown  pools  reflect  the  moon  ;  the  gloomy  sky 
Pierced  through  with  radiant  gleams  of  sunshine,  —  like 
a  host 
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Of  our  own  "  little  people  "  veiled  from  mortal  eye ; — 
Have  entered  in  the  brains  where  such  thoughts  hidden 
lie. 

VII. 

The  gloom,  the  tragedy,  the  passion  of  these  things 

Is  woven  in  the  spirit  of  the  Celt ;  it  brings 

Such  dreams  unto  his  heart,  the  magic  music  caught 

Upon  the  fairy  rath  that  in  his  charmed  ear  rings, 
Is  lost  in  wailings  of  the  Banshee. — So  in  thought 
The   gleam    and   gloom,   the   gold    and    grey,   is   ever 
wrought. 

VIII. 

Oh  !  golden  Land  of  love  and  song  !     Land  of  Romance 
And  mystery  !  whose  tears  thy  rare  fleet  smiles  enhance  ! 

Would  I  could  sing  of  thee  as  did  thy  bards  of  old 
Who     sang     their     songs     for    country    and    for    king ! 

Perchance 

God  will  one  day  have  pity  on  thee,  and  will  hold 
The  vials  of  His  wrath  until  thy  tale  is  told  ! — 


Our  fathers  called  thee  "  Isle  of  Destiny  "  of  yore — 
"  Destined  "  to  be  the  spoil  of  strangers  evermore  ! — 

I  am  a  man,  and  so  I  strangle  in  my  throat 
The  sobs  that  would  unman  me : — but  my  heart  is  sore 
And  weary  unto  death  with  woe,  as  I  do  note 
How  small  our  chances  are,  though  we  our  lives  devote. 
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X. 

My  country  !     Oh,  my  country  !     God  !  how  I  have  toiled 
And   thought   and   planned  for  thee !     how    I    in  secret 

coiled 

The  meshes  of  my  net  around  thy  tyrant's  feet ! 
Was  it  for  this  I  spent  my  years — but  to  be  foiled 

When  I  had  neared  the  goal !     Must  thou  defenceless 

meet 
The  desolation  they'll  spread  in  thy  valleys  sweet ! 


It  is  a  very  noble  thing  to  love  and  fight 

Unto  the  death  for  one's  loved  King,  and  for  his  Right ; — 
But  yet  it  seems  to  me  the  noblest  love  of  all 

Is  love  of  the  dear  land  that  gave  one  birth  and  light ! 
The  grandest  death  of  all  is  that  which  has  for  pall 
A  Nation's  bitter  tears  on  patriot-graves  that  fall ! 

XII. 

How  faithful  is  the  memory  of  a  peasant  e'er  ! 

The   names   of  those  who  died  for  them  and  their  land 

fair 

Lie  next  to  God,  and  Our  Dear  Lady  in  their  hearts ; 
And   in   their  darkest   hour,  weighed   down  by  all  they 

bear, 

Tis  to  these  hero-souls  who  nobly  bore  their  parts 
They  turn  for  consolation  from  oppression's  smarts. 
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LETTER  VIII. 

Faith. 

i. 

I  KNEW  thy  soul  would  come,  'Vourneen — would  cleave 

through  space, 
To  comfort  mine  in  pain  ! — I  had  not  hoped  thy  face 

To  see,  nor  hear  ring  in  my  ears  that  clarion  voice ! — 
Was  it  a  vision  of  the  night,  sent  by  God's  grace 

To  strengthen  me,  and  help  me  to  abide  my  choice? 

I  cannot  tell ! — I  only  feel  my  heart  rejoice. — 

II. 

Oh  !  noble  soul !  I  will  be  patient  and  obey ! 
I  had  been  wearied  thinking  such  deep  thoughts  all  day  ! 
Tormenting  my  poor  brain, — like  many  a  man  before ! 
To  solve  the  problems  of  this  life ; — as,  let  us  say, — 
Of  what  use  all  the  blood  we  unavailing  pour 
Out  for  a  Hope's — perchance  a  Dream's — sake,  nothing 
more? 

III. 

Why  must  the  stronger  man  grind  down  his  fellow-man  ? 
Why   not   permit   them    live   their   lives   as   they   would 
plan  ? 
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Gentile  and  Jew  are  equal  in  the  sight  of  God  ; — 
The  world  spit  on  the  Jews  since  first  their  race  began ! 
When  Israel  asked  a  King  to  rule  their  vineyards  broad, 
God  gave  them  Saul ; — England  would  give  to  us  the 
rod! 

IV. 

Why  can  ye  not,  oh  man !  to  all  creation  give 

A  large-eyed  tolerance ! — there's  room  for  all  to  live 

In  peace  on  God's  great  fertile  earth. — We  only  ask 
This  little  corner  for  our  own  ;  wherein  to  strive, 

Live,  love,  and  die ;  till  from  our  face  shall  fall  the  mask, 
And  we  shall  know  why  God  set  us  this  cruel  task. — 


But,  midst  this  tempest  of  my  soul,  I  saw  thee  stand 
Like  an  indulgent  angel  calm,  simple  and  grand ! — 

Smiling  the  while  thy  slow  divine  smile,  thou  did'st  lean 
O'er  me,  and  on  my  tortured  brain  laid  one  sweet  hand  ; — 
Smoothing  away  the  galling  doubts  and  angry  spleen, 
And  leaving  thy  pure  simple  strength  where  they  had 
been. — 

VI. 

I  heard  thy  voice ; — "  Is  this  thy  patience  to  endure  ? 
Is  this  thy  courage  and  thy  faith,  grounded  so  sure  ? 
Nay  !  oh  my  patriot  lover  !  be  not  weak  or  worn  ! 
My  knight  must  hold  his  place,  keep  his  heart  stern  and 
pure  ! — 
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Ride  on  !  hope  e'er  ! — 'tis  from  an  earth  convulsed,  storm- 
torn, 
A  new  and  radiant  day,  sunlit  by  peace,  is  born." 

VII. 

Mine  own  sweet  Lady !  thou  hast  not  relied  in  vain  ! 
I  will  not  doubt  or  fear,  or  prove  unfit  again  ; 

I  will  be  proud  and  patient ;  swift  to  do  and  dare 
When  the  time  comes  ! — It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  lain 

With  saints  in  Heav'n  to-night !  such  hope  once  more  I 
bear; 

Such  strange  new  meanings  now  the  face  of  all  things 
wear. — 

VIII. 

How  could  the  thrice-blessed  cause  of  Liberty  e'er  fail  ? 
We  shall  march  prospering  on — and  bards  shall  tell  the  tale  ! 

Milton  and  Shakespeare  and  Hugo  were  on  our  side ! 
Yea  !  in  the  roll-call  of  all  noble  names,  they  hail 

Thee  as  their  lord,  oh  !  Liberty  erect,  rapt-eyed  ! 

He  is  a  slave  indeed,  a  proved  homicide, 

IX. 

Who  loves  thee  not !  a  scorn  and  loathing  to  all  men, 
A  type  of  shame  for  e'er,  a  tiger  in  his  den ! 

I  do  not  fear  the  crosses  or  rebuffs  of  fate ! 
For  I  have  read,  oh  Lady !  more  than  mortals  ken 

Upon  thy  starry  forehead,  oh  !  thou  Love-elate  ! 

And  I  will  struggle  on,  nor  e'er  my  zeal  abate. — 
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X. 

Oh !  grey,  grey  mist,  and  green,  green  earth,  and  simple 

kindly  hearts 
Of  peasant-men,  to  whom  chivalrous  souls  imparts 

An  old-time  courtesy  from  out  the  storied  Past ! 
The  breath  and  soul  of  Ireland  over  me  that  darts ! — 

Oh  !  Land  that  I  have  loved,  thy  day  has  come  at  last ! 

Thy  fetters  far  from  thee  triumphantly  are  cast ! 

XI. 

0  God !  how  sweet  to  think  that  I  have  giv'n  thee  life ! 
Have  helped  to  win  thy  Cause,  self-sinking  in  the  strife  ! 

Let  come  what  may,  I  bear  a  conscience  proud  and  clear  ! 

1  shall  have  fought    my   fight  —  and    fear   no   butcher's 

knife  !— 

What  is  our  moments'  individual  failure  here 
Only  a  test  of  God  to  teach  us  to  revere 

XII. 
His  wond'rous  ways ! — when  from  on  high  we  watch  the 

cause 
For  which  we  fought  and  struggled,  after  that  one  pause, 

Emerge  triumphant  into  everlasting  day  ! — 
Yes !  thou  shalt  crown  thy  warriors,  thou  shalt  make  thy 

laws, 

And  thou  shalt  teach  a  willing  people  to  obey, 
And  peace  shall  be  upon  thee,  oh,  my  Land  !  for  aye ! 
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LETTER  IX. 

The  Beginning  of  the  End. 

i. 

There  is  a  time  in  all  men's  lives  when  Destiny 

Stands     still ;    when     Past    and     Future  wait    for    what 

may  be  ; 

When  thought  is  slain ; — is  it  a  moment  or  an  hour, 
A  pulse's  beat  ?  to  us  it  seems  eternity. 

Life's  centre-point  is  reached :  'tis  in  our  human  pow'r 
To  make  or  mar  our  lives  ere  Time  that  pause  devour. 

II. 

That  hour  has  come  for  us  ! — beneath  the  murky  sky 
Drawn  up  in  last  array,  to  conquer  or  to  die, 

The  shattered  columns  stand  !  with  hunger  gnawing  sore, 
And  pale  gaunt  faces  ; — while  within  each  hollow  eye 
Th'  incendial  fires  of  centuries  of  wrong  do  pour 
On  young  brows  that  a  grim  determination  bore. 

III. 

Strangely  it  sat  on  those  young  brows !  that  fearsome  air 
Of  stern  set  purpose  that  was  stamped  and  carven  there. — 
But,  God  be  thanked  for  it !  there  is  no  need  to  teach 
An  Irishman  to  die  \ — though  there  be  need  to  bear 
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All  things  to  teach  him  what  to  die  for  I  so,  on  each 
Young  face  I  read  my  soul,  e'en  though  we  held  no  speech. 

IV. 

Surrounded  and  betrayed  ! — too  well  has  England's  gold 
But  done  its  work ! — Ah  !  but  to-morrow  will  be  doled 

Copper  and  curses  out  to  him,  if  we  should  fail ! 
No   more   they'll  need  him — the  degenerate  wretch  who 

sold 

His  land  to  slavery  ! — what  is  to  him  the  wail 
Of  widowed  wives — the  patriot's  broken  heart — the  sale 


Of  such  things  is  his  business  ! — they're  his  stock-in-trade  ! 
Unhappy  man  !     God  help  the  mother  who  has  laid 

Her  lips  upon  thy  brow  ! — Down  to  posterity 
Branded  as  Traitor  shalt  thou  go  !  thou  shalt  be  made 

To  bear  the  accumulated  woe  of  what  will  be  ! 

Thou  art  accursed !  to  God   thou   dar'st   not  bend  the 
knee! 

VI. 

But  all  is  not  yet  lost     Nay  !  do  not  thus  despair  ! 

My  gallant  lads  !  take  heart ! — for  unto  those  who  dare 
All  things  are  possible !  and  we  may  yet  retrieve 

Our  most  outrageous  fortune  now.     Let  them  beware  ! 
For  none  can  fight  like  those  who  know  that  their  reprieve 
From  Death  can  but  be  bought  with  shame — and  cease 
to  grieve. — 
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VII. 

The  drizzling  rain  upon  us  ceaselessly  pours  down ; 
The  pitiless  lead  sky  seems  heavily  to  frown : — 

Mark  you   where   hangs   that   great  black    cloud  with 

crimson  streak — 

There  will  be  storm  to-night — our  misery  to  crown  ! — 
Strange !  howsome  trivial  thought  our  brains  will  ever  seek 
In  moments  most  supreme,  when  scarce  we  dare  to  speak  ! 

VIII. 

The  signal !     They  are  on  us ; — an  electric  thrill 
Passes  through  ev'ry  heart !     The  glen  that  was  as  still 

As  Fate,  re-echoes  now  with  the  tremendous  roar 
Of  War  :  the  ecstasy  of  blood-lust  fierce  doth  fill 

Each  throbbing  pulse  ! — Deadly  and  sure  on  us  they  pour 
An  awful  hail  of  lead  that  we  quench  in  our  gore  ! 

IX. 

That  withering  volley,  God  !  if  we  could  but  return  ! 
"  Dieu  vivant ! "  for  some  ammunition  I  would  burn 

Ten  years  in  Hell  !     'Tis  not  the  naked  steel  we  fear : 
Better  I  say,  to  perish  in  the  melee  stern, 

And  so  die  fighting,  than  be  shot  like  driven  deer ! 

Oh  !  to  have  guns, — and  not  one  spark  of  powder  near  ! 

X. 

Yonder  the  fog  is  parting — see  the  scarlet  gleams  ! 

Charge  !  comrades, — for  a  desperate  venture  oft  redeems 
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The  fortunes  of  a  day. — Now — now  or  never  !  Charge  ! — 
Ah !  God  in  heav'n  !     Again  that  deadly  volley  streams 

From  out  the  cannon's  mouth !  ere  we  have  crossed  the 
marge 

Of  that  dread  lake  of  blood  and  fire  to  Victory's  barge. 

XL 

Noble  and  brave,  young  daring  lives,  upon  the  heath 
Rolled  in  their  blood    in    heaps    they  lie !   with  clenched 

teeth 

And  set  hands  that  the  shivered  sword  will  not  release. — 
Oh !  what  can  calm  the  furies  in  my  brain  that  seethe 
Like  madness'J — Ah  !  my  God  !  where  are  we  now  ? — Oh  ! 

cease ! 
The  fight  is  fought — watch  not  the  butchery  increase  ! 

XII. 

All,  all  is  lost  now !     Not  one  single  hope  remains  ! 
The  night  of  horror  closes  round  me  !  darkness  reigns  ! 

Only  the  lurid  flames  of  blood  and  murder  loomed  ! 
Once  more — and  triply  strong — are  riveted  the  chains 

Round  this  unhappy  land  !  that  evermore  is  doomed 

In  anguish  and  captivity  to  be  entombed. 
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LETTER  X. 

The  Head  of  a  Traitor. 

i. 

THERE  are  hot  tears  of  grief; — but  there  are  tears,  cold 
tears, 

That  flow  but  sparingly,  with  intervals  like  years, 

Wrung  drop  by  drop  from  the  heart  by  the  weary  weight 

Of  pain  immovable  laid  on  it — pain  that  sears : 
They  are  not  comforting,  bring  no  relief,  abate 
No  throb.     Poverty  weeps  such  tears,  and  an  inmate 

II. 

Of  the  condemned  cell — and  the  man  has  not  yet  been 
Unhappy  who  has  shed  them  not ! — but  I  have  seen 

Morn  grow  to  night,  and  night  to  morn,  while  such  tears 

fell  — 

And   recked    not  of  the  change,   for  aught   that    inter- 
vene ! 

Hunger  and  Thirst  and  Bitter  Cold,  I  know  them  well — 
We  are  old  friends  now !     Yes,  and  Weariness  can  tell 


He  was  my  comrade  ever ! — but — how  can  I  speak 
Of  this  new  comrade  that  has  also  come  to  seek 
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Companionship  with  me  ?  this  strange  new  friend  of  mine  ! 
Whose  name  is  —  Fear  !  —  Meave  !    methinks   I    see  thy 

cheek 

Blaze  with  the  scarlet  that  I  dread  to  see  !— the  sign 
That   England's   bloodhounds   my   poor    hiding  -  place 
divine ! — 

IV. 

Yes  !  it  is  true  that  I,  who  knew  not  fear  of  old — 
Save  as  a  name — have  felt  now  its  dumb  clammy  hold  ! 

I — whom  thou  loved  to  call  the  bravest  of  the  brave — 
Have  shuddered  hourly  at  the  thought  of  being  sold 
And  bargained  for,  like  any  helpless  beast  they  drave 
Unto    the    slaughter  -  house,   content    with   what   they 
gave  ! — 

v. 

For  they  have  deigned  to  set  a  price  upon  my  head  ! — 
Ah  !  my  beloved  one,  what  was  it  once  I  said 

When  I  was  leaving  thee  with  high  hope  in  my  heart, 
"  Thou  should'st  one  day  be  proud  of  it ! "  —  the  dreams 

are  fled, 

The  hopes  are  blasted  now  ! — but  I  have  played  my  part, 
And  thou  can'st  still  be  proud  !  though  tears  thine  eye- 
lids smart. 

VI. 

For  this,  the  head  that  oft  hath  lain  on  thy  white  breast 
As  on  a  bed  of  snow  abundant,  that,  caressed 
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And  covered  with  thy  kisses,  as  a  Saint  with  prayers, — 
Is  valued  highly  by  my  foes ! — Tis  a  great  test, 

Eight  hundred  pounds,  of  a  man's  faith; — and  he  who  bears 
A  head  worth  that  can  scarce  be  blamed  if  he  despairs  ! — 

VII. 

Yet,  though  they  gave  a  thousand  more,  there's  not  a  man 
Of  these  poor  faithful  hearts  would  shorten  by  a  span 
My  vain-lived  life ! — for  I  have  dared  and  lost  all  things 
For  them,  and  for  the  love  of  their  dear  land.     I  can 
Entrust  my  life  to  them.     Yes  !  even  that  thought  brings 
Some  balm  to  soothe  remembered  vision's  serpent-stings  ! 

VIII. 

To  know  that  they  were  not  unworthy :  they  for  whom 
I  have  accepted  scorn,  and  torture  great,  and  doom ; — 

And,  if  the  last  great  sacrifice  of  all  they  ask, 
I  will  lay  down  my  life — that  on  my  lonely  tomb, — 
When  Liberty  and  Love  no  more  their  faces  mask, — 
Others  may  lay  the  fruits  of  my  unfinished  task. — 

IX. 

Dearest  of  all  dear  women  !  do  not  think  that  I 
Grieve  only  for  my  fate  that  seemeth  now  so  nigh ; — 

That  were  indeed  ignoble  !     No  !  my  bitterest  grief 
Is  for  my  ill-starred  Land  that  now  doth  prostrate  lie, 

With  none  of  all  her  sons,  to  come  to  her  relief. 

A  band  of  coward  hirelings  hold  her  fields  in  fief. 
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X. 

And  fire  and  sword,  and  foulest  rapine  persecute 
A  wretched  people  who  cannot  their  wrongs  refute ! 
And  soldiers  stalk  abroad  and  outrage  every  law 
Of  poor  Humanity, — who  stands  with  white  lips  mute, — 
And  throw  their  helpless  victims  to  the  hungry  maw 
Of  Tyranny  that  they  themselves  doth  overawe. 

XL 

0  God !  oh !  dear  and  gracious  God !  on  Thee  I  call  ; 
Look  down — redeem  from  all  these  horrors  that  appal 

This  land !     Remember  now  its  beauty  and  its  fame, 
Its  ancient  faith  that  it  hath  guarded  spite  of  all ! 
Do  not  permit  that  it  should  bear  an  alien's  name  ; 
Deliver  not  its  sons  to  bondage  and  to  shame  ! — 

XII. 
For  Ireland's  sake,  my  Ireland  !  for  her  once  again 

1  would  endure  it  all,  in  pride  and  power  and  pain  ! 

For  Ireland,  aye !  for  Ireland,  from  my  fated  birth, 
All  through  this  hapless  life  that  I  have  lived  in  vain, 
Unto  the  traitor's  death  that  they  would  count  me  worth- 
Content  so  that  my  body  rest  in  Irish  earth. 
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LETTER  XI. 

A  Day  without  a  Morrow. 

i. 

DESERTED,  friendless,  lonely,  on  the  mountain  side, 
Tracking  a  trackless  path,  I  wander  far  and  wide, 

Across  this  wilderness  of  whirling,  eddying  snow, 
With  only  my  forlorn  and  hopeless  thoughts  for  guide ; 
And  not  a  star  that  can  one  kindly  gleam  bestow, — 
Surely  they  suit  indeed  this  lone  landscape  of  woe ! 

II. 

The  storm-wind  rushing  by  wails  loud  a  bitter  "  caine  " ; 
The  rocking  branches  moan  like  creatures  who  have  been 

Tortured  beyond  belief ;  the  ceaseless  snow  doth  fall 
In  blinding  gusts  that  whirl  away  to  graves  unseen ; — 
The  earth's  broad  bosom  heaves,  and,  sobbing  seems  to 

call, 
As  if  some  struggling  creature  lay  beneath  a  pall. 

III. 

Sometimes  there  comes  the  distant  weird  screech  of  an  owl ; 
Or  touches,  rushing  by  my  face,  some  bat's  wing  foul — 

Winged  horrors  of  the  night,  to  storm  and  darkness  vowed ! 
Or,  rising  from  the  plain  below,  some  lost  dog's  howl — 
4 
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Whose  master  lies  mayhap  with  the  snow  for  his  shroud, 
Slain    by   the   "  Might   of  England "  —  now  erect  and 
proud  ! — 

IV. 

How  many  days  and  nights  I've  wandered  thus,  while  raged 
This  hurricane  of  snow  and  darkness  !  while  I  waged 
Perpetual  war  'gainst  thoughts  that  would  mine  honour 

smirch ! — 

Why  not  curse  God  and  die?     He  is  too  much  engaged 
In  listening  to  Thanksgivings  from  the  State  and  Church 
To  heed  a  "  pauvre  diable  "  thus  left  in  the  lurch ! 

V. 

Curse  God  and  die ! — Ah,  no  ! — My  love,  my  saint  of  saints, 
Not  thus  thou'st  wont  to  counsel  me  in  my  complaints  ! 

And  I  will  not  from  my  allegiance  thus  be  hurled — 
No !  though  my  very  brain  in  anguished  effort  faints  ! 
What  have  I  left  but  thee  ?     I  take  thee  for  my  world — 
Thee   and    myself:    Life's   centred    there :    All    things 
enfurled. 

VI. 

Thee  and  myself — thine  own  to  pity  and  to  bless  ! 

All  things  have  failed — to  thee  I  turn  in  helplessness  ! — 
My  life  has  been  a  failure ; — but  who  dares  to  say 

Some  failures  are  not  nobler  than  a  full  success ! 

Some  prayers  ungranted,  others  yet  may  teach  to  pray  ! — 
Listen,  beloved !  thou  and  I  will  flee  away. 
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VII. 

Unto  that  new- formed  land  of  friends  beyond  the  sea ; 

Where  men  are  brothers  'neath  the  flag  of  Liberty  ! 
I  know  a  village  there,  upon  a  smiling  plain, 

That  looks  upon  a  prospect  fair  as  eye  could  see. 
It  nestles  at  the  foot  of  the  Pyrenees  chain — 
The  purple  Pyrenees  ! — Amber  and  sweet  rose-stain 

VIII. 

Kissing  their  snow-capped  summits  to  a  tender  glow ; 

A  murmur  rises  from  the  Gave  as  it  doth  flow 

Beneath  the  Coteau  bathed  in  the  sun's  golden  light ; 

The  vine  droops  down  its  bounteous  burden  to  bestow ; — 
While  over  all  the  deep  transcendent  splendour  bright 
Of  southern  skies,  to  bridal  raptures  do  invite ! 

IX. 

There  we  will  make  our  home:  there  thou  and   I  shall 
dwell : 

No  sight  or  sound  of  horror  shall  our  dreams  dispel ! 

Yes  !  life  shall  still  for  us  hold  something  good  and  sweet  ! 

The  aftermath  of  peace  the  battle's  pain  shall  quell ! — 
If  only  I  could  reach  the  coast — some  safe  retreat, 
And  there  await  the  sailing  of  some  vessel  fleet ! 

x. 

The  grey  dawn  inch  by  inch  invades  the  sombre  sky ; 
But  such  a  dawn  ! — here  is  no  flush  of  rose-pink  shy — 
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No  flood  of  tender  radiance  ! — but  a  leaden  light 
That  throws  a  pale  wan  gleam  where  dreary  snow-drifts 

lie; 

Reveals  in  all  its  horror  my  most  mournful  plight — 
A  wretched  fugitive  whose  only  hope  is  flight ! — 

XL 

But — God  of  heaven  ! — what  are  those  forms  that  there  I 

see? 

Scarlet  against  the  white — Good  God  !  it  cannot  be — 
Yes — yes !  too  surely  yes ! — could  rage  life's  cord  but 

rend  ! — 
The  soldiers  —  they  have  trapped  me.  —  Too  late  now  to 

flee. 

Fate  was  too  strong  for  me  at  last ; — this  is  the  end. — 
No  use  to  struggle  now — a  doomed  life  to  defend  ! — 

XII. 

I  yield  me  prisoner.     There  is  my  sword — its  blade 
I  break  across  my  knees — 'tis  powerless  now  to  aid. 

No  coward  hand  shall  sully  that  which  served  me  well. 
There  are  my  hands — to  bind  them  do  not  be  afraid — 

No  cords — but  insult,  makes  th'  indignant  blood  to  swell  ! 

No  tale  of  coward  weakness  ye  shall  have  to  tell  ! 
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LETTER  XII. 

The  Leader  of  a  Lost  Cause. 

i. 

So !  now  I  know  the  worst !  and  stand  upon  the  height : — 
Lonely    I've    lived  —  alone     I     fought    my    foredoomed 

fight- 
To-day  a  lonely  captive  I  await  my  fate  ! 
Condemned  to  die  a  felon's  death — yes,  in  the  sight 
Of  men — but  in  my  country's  eyes  a  Martyr's  state, 
A  patriot's  crown  is  mine,  whom  ye  do  immolate. 

II. 

The  price  is  paid  !  there's  none  can  dare  to  doubt  me  now  ! 
For  with  my  blood  I  seal  my  early  manhood's  vow. 

And  till  the  life-blood  dyes  the  scarf  of  Green  I  wear 
No  red  shall  ever  soil  this  breast  and  shame  this  brow ! 
Into  God's  presence  in  the  morning  I  shall  bear 
One  thing, — a   stainless   shield   and  crest — my  lifelong 
prayer. — 

III. 

Fear  is  not  in  me  now,  nor  shrinking,  but  a  sense 
Chafing  and  terrible,  of  utter  impotence — 

A  longing  to  defy,  to  dare,  to  vanquish,  cost 
What  may,  while  I  am  here  a  captive — an  immense 
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And  passionate  regret  for  all  that  I  have  lost, 

For  all  I  might  have  been, — the  weary  hours  exhaust. — 

IV. 

A  red  tempestuous  sun  is  setting  in  the  west — 

Like  that  slain  sun  my  life  goes  down  in  night  to  rest ! — 

The  desolate  brown  waste  a  moment  flames  afire ; 
Its  rugged  and  monotonous  expanse  seems  drest 

In  England's  garb  of  blood. — A  last  gleam  wild  and  dire 
Shines  through  the  lancet  window  on  the  scant  attire 


Of  my  drear  prison-house — an  ancient  convent-cell : 

On  grey  stone    floor  and    walls,  wherefrom    doth   oozing 

swell 

The  damp  of  age — upon  the  granite  slab  where  lies 
Untouched  the  scanty  food  that  hunger  would  not  quell; — 
Lights  up  the  ghastly  gibbet  black  against  the  skies, 
That  they  have  worked  and  made  all  day  before  my 
eyes. 

VI. 

And  did  they  think   that  sight  could  shake  my  courage 
high  !— 

Not  so !  for  through  the  scene  that  gallows  doth  imply 
I  look  beyond  the  clouds  to  an  eternal  day ! 

And  though  the  soul  may  sigh  for  precious  things  gone  by, 
I  shall  have  had  my  rapture,  let  death  come  how  't  may. — 
A  day  may  come  when  thou  wilt  kneel  above  my  clay, 
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VII. 

And  sob  with  grief  and  rage  for  him  who  lies  beneath, 
When  love's  lone  grave  shall  wear  a  sweet  and  fragrant 
wreath, 

Watered  and  fertilised  by  tears  of  bitter  pain  ; — 
Yet  if  my  memory  can  a  single  sword  unsheathe 

To  strike  for  Ireland's  cause,  I  have  not  died  in  vain ! 

In  every  patriot  heart  my  soul  shall  live  again. 

VIII. 

That  cause  must  triumph  yet !     What  we  have  dreamed 

shall  be. 
A  saviour  comes  to  every  land — to  Germanic 

God  sent  Arminius :  in  France's  hour  of  need 
He  sent  her  Maiden  Warrior  :  Unto  Italic 

Her  Garibaldi :  and  to  us  he  has  decreed 

Ireland  shall  have  her  saviour  too,  and  shall  be  freed. — 

IX. 

Is  it  then  possible  that  we  must  say  farewell  ? 

I  have  so   loved  thee ! — God !  if  my  weak  tongue  could 

tell 
The  thoughts  that  plough  and  sear  my  brain  like  molten 

lead! 
Thy  name  doth    make   as    'twere    my    Heaven  and    my 

Hell! 

I  drown  myself  in  dreaming  of  that  glorious  head — 
And  golden  ropes  of  hair  save  me  ere  life  be  fled  ! — 
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Dost  thou  remember  how  on  bygone  summer  eves 
We  talked  of  all  determination  great  achieves  ? 

And  dreamed  of  Ireland's  future,  radiant,  free,  and  grand  ! 
O  God  !  the  legacy  of  woe  a  lost  cause  leaves  ! — 

For  now  each  one  of  those  dear  thoughts  seem  like  a  band 
Of    sweet    lost    spirits    hov'ring   where    Death's   gates 
expand  ! — 

XI. 

This  is  my  life's  last  hour :  take  then  what  is  thy  right ! — 
See  !  in  the  eastern  sky  the  first  faint  line  of  light ; 

And,  in  the  Court  below,  the  drum's  long  solemn  roll — 
They  come  to  lead  me   to   my  doom.  —  Oh!   Pure  and 

Bright ! 

I  send  my  soul  forth  to  thee,  all  my  inmost  soul, 
In  this,  my  last  farewell, — and  it  shall  reach  its  goal. 

XII. 

This  is  the  end.     I  have  been  faithful  unto  death 
To  thee  and  to  my  country :  and  my  latest  breath 

Sighs  out  thy  darling  name ;  there's  not  an  hour  I  spanned 
In  life  the  memory  of  thy  love  bait  lighteneth  ! 

Dearest  and  first  and  most  beloved, — I  kiss  thy  hand — 
Thy  spirit  sends  me  my  last  pray'r  :  ".  God  save  Ireland  !  " 

FINIS. 
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Ireland. 

I    HAVE   seen   the    ruined    cabins,   thatchless   'neath  the 

changing  skies, 
Standing  sadly  by  the  roadside  or  upon  the  brown  bog 

lone, 
Where   the   laughter    of    the   colleens   with   their   kindly 

roguish  eyes, 
And  the  voices  of  the  gossoons  with  their  gallus  ringing 

tone, 

Used  to  echo ;  and  the  oatcake,  and  the  porringer  of  milk 
Used  to  make  the  stranger  welcome,  whether  clad  in  rags 

or  silk. 

There  it  stands !  a  mute  reproach  to  those  who  broke  the 

humble  home ; 
And  the  rash  warm-hearted  peasants  that  it  sheltered — 

where  are  they  ? 
In  a  strange  and  foreign  country  far  across  the  wild  sea 

foam, 
Scattered  far  and  wide,  they're  striving  hard  to  live  as 

best  they  may ; 
While  their  hearts  are  ever  yearning  for  the  green  beloved 

land, 
For  the  smell  of  turf  fires  burning,  the  welcome-touch  of 

hand. 
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I  have  seen  the  peasants  toiling  in  the  South  and  in  the 

West, 
On  the  shores  of  lone  Lough  Corrib,  in  the  wilds  of 

Urrismore, 

In  the  Paradise  of  Kerry,  by  the  smile  of  God  caressed  : 
On   the    barren    mountain  -  side   reclaiming   fields   that 

nothing  bore, 
And  the  passion  and  the  sorrow  of  those  things  are  on  me 

yet— 
For  what  eyes  that  once  have  seen  them  can  their  tragedy 

forget  ? — 

Oh !  the  duns  and  raths  and  cranaghs  take  a  beauty  as  of 

yore, 
In  the  mystic  "  Celtic  twilight "  when  we  hear  the  "  ceol 

sidhe  "  sweet, 
And  from    Tir-nan-ogue   the  heroes  come  to  tread  their 

ancient  shore, 
And  the  faerie-thoughts  are  clinging  round  the  heart's 

slow-throbbing  beat ! 
But  take  heed  lest  in  the  dreaming  ye  do  not  forget  the 

true — 
For  to  dream,  and  yet  be  workers,  is  the  heritage  of  few. — 

Who  will  heal  the  bitter  feeling  ?  and  wipe  out  the  cruel 

past? 

Who  will  fill  the  empty  cabins,  and  bring  laughter  to 
the  lips  ? 
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There  is  need  for  every  person,  for  the  work  is  great  and 

vast; 
But  the  guerdon  we  are  seeking  shall  the  battle's  pain 

eclipse ! — 
Oh !    be  up  and  doing  something — never  mind  however 

small — 
Do  not  stand,  a  silent  witness,  at  your  suff'ring  country's 

call. 
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His  Honor. 

I'M  an  ould   man  now,  accushla,  an'   me  time  be  nearly 

done, 

An'  like  the  dun  cow's  tail,  I'm  growin'  down  wid  age ! 
Och!  the  boys   I   used  to  know,   I've  waked  thim,  iv'ry 

mother's  son  — 

An'  now  there's  ne'er  a  gossoon  like  them,  I'll  engage! 
"  A  Mhuire  is  truag  !  A  Mhuire  is  truag !  " l 
There  be  to  come  a  time  wid  you, 
A  lealer,  longer  time  wid  you  beyant  the  grave. 

Shure !  the  times  is  changed,  an'  all  the  rale  ould  stock  is 

druv'  away ; — 

I  mind  the  day  his  Honor  brought  his  lady  home, 
Wid  the  counthryside  reji'cin',  an'  himself  so  brave  an'  gay, 
As  gallus-hearted  as  a  bit  o'  wild  say-foam ! 
"  A  Mhuire  is  truag !  A  Mhuire  is  truag ! " 
The  days  o'  joy  be  short  an'  few  ; — 
There  be  to  come  a  time  o'  rest  beyant  the  grave. 

There  was  dhrink  galore,  an'  dancin'  at  the  big  house  on 

the  hill ! 
The  "  mi  na  mealla  "  was  to  last  while  they  would  live ! — 

1  Pronounced—"  Aw  Wirre  sthroo  ! "  ("  O  Mary  !  the  pity  of  it ! "). 
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But  the  bad  times  come;  an'  rint  was  scarce,  wid  many 

mouths  to  fill — 

His  Honor  didn't  ax  for  what  we  couldn't  give. 
"  A  Mhuire  is  truag !  A  Mhuire  is  truag ! " 
The  poor  man's  frind  must  suffer  too ! 
For  all  there  be  to  come  a  day  beyant  the  grave. 

An'  the  bailiff's  min  was  livin'  in  his  father's  ancient  home ; 

They  druv'  him  out  a  pauper  !     Ochone  !  all  he  tuk 
Was  our  love  an'  tears  an'  prayers  !     An'  now  beyant  the 

far  say-foam, 

His  Honor's  workin'  for  the  mortial  bit  an'  sup. 
"  A  Mhuire  is  truag !  A  Mhuire  is  truag  ! " 
His  Honor's  lady's  safe  wid  you  ! 
An'  him  an'  her  '11  meet  agin  beyant  the  grave. 

Och !  the  times  is  changed,  accushla, — an'  the  ould  man's 

had  his  day. 

I  take  no  mind  o'  things  beyant  my  cabin  door ; 
Jist  to  say  an  Ave  Mhuire  for  his  Honor  'crass  the  say, 
An'  dhrame  the  dhrames  that  come  belike  to  rich  an'  poor. 
"  A  Mhuire  is  truag !  A  Mhuire  is  truag ! " 
There  be  to  come  a  time  wid  you, 
A  lealer,  longer  time  wid  you  beyant  the  grave. 
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"Doushka" — A  Memory, 

TO  N.  DE  S. 

OH  !  Winter  eve  !  and  setting  sun  ! 

And  mists  that  shroud  the  Pyrenees  ; 
Oh  !  lonely  stream  that  rolled  along 

Beneath  the  arching  leafless  trees  ! 


Oh  !  drizzling  rain  that  softly  fell ! 

And  wind,  whose  sobbing  breath  went  by ! 
Oh  !  grey  eyes,  passionate  and  sad, — 

That  yearned  with  love, — to  mine  so  nigh  ! 


Hand  clasped  in  hand,  we  rode,  we  rode,- 
The  horses  footfall  scarce  was  heard  ! 

No  sound  the  perfect  silence  broke ; 
Save  now  and  then  a  whispered  word ! 


The  Gave  that  rolled  its  lorn  wild  course, 
It  caught  and  murmured  in  its  flow; — 

The  "  doushka,  doushka," — passion-filled  ; 
"  Adorde  " — whispered  soft  and  low. 
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How  oft  I  see  it  all  again  ; — 

The  Chapel  chimes  ring  from  Assat ! — 
The  misty  Pyrenees  !  the  Gave ! 

The  lonely  Mount  of  Pietat ! 


The  drizzling  rain  !  the  sunset  faint ! 

We  ride ; — hand  clasping  hand  so  fast ; — 
Ah  !  "  Doushka  ;  Doushka  ! " — 

Qu'  importe  ! — Why  grieve  for  what  is  past  ? 
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